ELLEN    T ERRT
had Twelfth Night parties in those merry days, and we had a Twelfth Cake, and drew " characters " who should be King and Queen of the Feast on that annual festivity. I was in luck's way on that occasion, for, either by chance, or management of an affectionate mother, I was selected King, and my Queen was another angel with corn-coloured hair. She was to me as Robertson says, " like china with a soul in it." I loved her at a distance when I was a surpliced chorister in church, and I thought her an angel, because she resembled one in the painted window over the altar, and on this particular